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dromedaries and mules ; and half-devoured carrion blocked the streets.
Night fell; the sky hung low, covered with clouds.
During the space of two more hours they ascended in a westerly direction ; when all at once appeared before them quantities of small flames.
At the bottom of an amphitheatre, here and there golden plates gleamed as they moved about. These were the polished cuirasses of the Clinabarians in the Punic camp. Then they distinguished in the same vicinity other and more numerous lights, for the armies of the Mercenaries were now combined and massed together, extending over a vast area.
Salammbo made a movement to advance, but the guide led her further on, and they skirted the terrace that enclosed the Barbarians' camp. A breach was discovered: the slave disappeared.
At the top of the entrenchments patrolled a sentinel, carrying a bow in one hand and a pike over his shoulder.
Salammbo continued to advance. The sentinel knelt down, and a long arrow pierced the end of her mantle. Then she halted, motionless ; he called out, asking what she wanted.
" To speak to Matho," she replied. " I am a fugitive from Carthage."
He whistled; the signa] was repeated again and again in the distance.
Salammb6 waited ; her frightened horse snorted and wheeled.
When Matho arrived, the moon was rising behind her, but her face was concealed under a yellow veil covered with black flowers, and so many ample